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her eyes, she could not feel It there; and when she opened
her eyes It was gone. Was there moon enough to see the
water and the Island? In an embrasure, feeling the warmth
of her blood drawn Into the cool stone against which she
was leaning, she thought that to-night she would have liked
to dance and hear music, not the whisper of her own solitary
clavichord, but the sparkle of a harpsichord or the brilli-
ance of violins. She would have liked to dance for Ion*?
hours by candle-light,, and In the morning, when she was
tired, with the echo of music growing tired In her mind,
strip and swim in the lakes about sunrise, watching the
island afloat among straws of golden crystal, feeling the
drag of cold water under the thrust of her striking arm.